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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The air brushes up the fibrous souls 
Of flowers, and sprinkles them between 
The flickering-sleeved arms of lime trees : 
So does your sorrow whirl you apart. 

The brocade-robed night staggers against the wall of the 
sky, 
And fiercely sinks its woe-turbaned head: 
So does your grief lean upon me. 

A MAN TO A DEAD WOMAN 

Shaking nights, noons tame and dust-quiet, and wind- 
broken days, 
Were hands modeling your face. 
Yet people — the best of them — glanced at you, and passed on. 

i 
And now, perhaps some of them meet to say little true 

things of you: 

Quickly weighing tiny stray chips of you — 

They who did not know you. 

THE WINDOW-WASHERS 

Kneeling on high, flimsy scaffoldings, 
Their lives measured by the strength of ropes, 
The window-washers liquidly mumble little songs, 
That are scooped away by the running air 
As flowers are swept up by racing children! . . . 
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The Window-washers 



They descended, men whose skin is close over their bones, 
And whose hair is scant. 

"Why have you grinning faces of wood, 
You who have been carved by the white sword of the wind?" 
But the window-washers stared and tapped their foreheads, 
And trudged off to drink much beer. 

THE DEPARTMENT STORE 

This squinting, moon-faced man is measuring lavender silk 
For a muffled, little-eyed girl. 

(Only the counter lies between them, but they do not see 
each other.) 

This waxen-lipped girl, whose eyes are like burning silk, 
Is selling a frilled white waist 
To a sleepy-faced old woman in flaring clothes. 
(They are both secretly amused.) 

And this middle-aged, iron-bodied woman is wrapping 
candy 
For a fat, delicate-faced man in black clothes. 

Rarely do they peep above the low wall between them 
To look upon each other. 

Maxwell Bodenkeim 
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